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plight, hiding from the world. He moved as
though hurrying to save himself, tindid the holt and
was gone.

Judith bolted the door again. Her heart was
moved at once to eager pity and a desire to help.
When she had last seen Humphrey he had been
so young, so handsome, KG selr-confident, so sure
of himself and his ability to manage any situation
in life; now another man was there, utterly weary,
exhausted, his head hack, the water dripping from
the capes of his coat, his hair long and matted, his
face pale, haggard, and his eyes that had been so
gay and happy now restless, hunted, brimming
with despair*

I le seemed to her to be years older, older than
himself, older than Reuben, and he seemed, be-
yond that, to be mysterious, a man from some
world that she hud never before realised, a man
who should, by right, speak to her in a strange
language.

He wasted no time, did not ask her why she
was there, did not consider her except as an agent
of assistance for him,

*  I have been an age outside*    I could not see
clearly who was in the room.    I had to risk some*
thing*   Thank God, it was Reuben! *

His words came in gasps. I !fo hands moved
ceaselessly*

*  I've had no food for two days, I have tramped
from Kendal. * . .'

She was intensely practical, as she always was
in a crisis* * You must take off your coat. It is
dripping. You must have dry things/